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T.  L  YASWANI :  A  MYSTIC  OP  mm  INDIA 

Sri  T.  L.  Vaswani  is  a  man  of  God, 
whom  to  see  is  to  be  filled  with  a  strange, 
wondrous  peace.  In  him  we  see  the 
questions  and  conflicts  of  our  agitated 
age.  which  tramples  upon  the  things  of 
the  Spirit,  brought  to  peace  and  calm. 
In  his  life, — atonce  humble  and  heroic, — 
renunciation  is  blended  with  joy, — renun- 
ciation of  the  passing,  joy  in  Eternal 
Love. 

His  life  has  been  one  of  devoted 
service  to  suffering  humanity.  Having 
learnt  the  supreme  lesson  that  what  the 
world  gives,  the  world  takes  awa},  he  has 
sought  neither  the  honours  of  the  earth 
nor  its  riches,  but  has  always  rejoiced  in 
wisdom  as  his  wealth  and  in  the  service 
of  the  poor  and  lowly  as  the  treasure  ot 
his  quest.  Of  such  as  liim,  the  Chinese 
pilgrim  to  India,  centuries  ago,  declared, 
"  For  them  there  is  no  honour  except 
in  knowing  the  truth  and  no  disgrace  ia 
being   destitute.    " 

Vaswaniji  is  a  lover  of  silence: 
in  his  silence  wonder  is  blended  with 
worship:  and  out  of  it  flow  songs  listen- 
ing to  which  you    feel  that    waves    of 
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melody  are  coming,  one  by  one,  from  the 
depths  of  the  human  heart.  Like  a 
brook  which  wends  its  way  through  lonely 
hills,  singing  its  melody  to  the  night, 
this  shy,  silent  singer  of  the  Hidden 
Secret  in  the  Heart  has  kept  away  from 
the  clamorous  crowds  of  noisy  cities. 
In  his  quiet  corner  he  sings  his  song, 
as  he  says, 

Not  to  the  proud  and  strong, 

Not  to  traffickers  in  title  and  fame, 

But  to  the  eager  youth  whom  J  have 

loved. 

And   youth  is  not  determined  by  years, 

but     by     the     inner    freshness    of    the 

soul.  To  youths  he  sings  of  a  dreamland, 

Where  glory   crowns   the   lowly   and 
the  meek. 

Where  freedom    lives     zvithout    fear 
or  vice, 

Where  love  is  not  lured  by  pleasure 
or  gold. 

Where  faith  hath  no  need  of  rites  or 
priests. 

Where  Gods    give     worship    to    the 
Flame  of  Sacrifice. 

His  songs,  that  sing  of  Freedom  and 
Unity,  of  Love  and  Beauty  and  Sacrifice, 
open  the  windows  of  heaven  to  starving, 
struggling,    sorrowing  souls.     He  seldom 
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writes  songs:  he  sings  them  as  the  spirit 
in  him  moves,  and  they  are  taken  down 
by  those  around  him.  Several  of  his 
songs  are  a  cry  of  yearning  for  the  Be- 
loved who  is  hidden  in  the  heart. 
Here  is  one  song: — 

Spring  is  come! 
It  is  the  season  of  unian  ! 
But  I  am  drenched: 
Mine  eyes  rain  tears  ! 
It  is  the  hour  of  dawn. 
And  I  see  fair  spring-trees 
In  flower  and  fruit  : 
But    my   song   is   still 
The  song  of  separation. 
Where  art  Thou,    my  Love  ? 

The  longing  to  see  the  Beloved  is 
a  flame  in  his  heart  and  sometimes 
he  looks  as  one  drunken  in  spirit. 

In  longing  for  thee.  Beloved  ! 
I  have  set  fire  to  my  mind  ! 
Awake  at  night,  my  longing  grows 
For  a  touch  of  thy  Heart  ! 
Thy  beauty  and  thy  form. 
Thy  grace  and  thy  gaze 
Fill  me  and  I  forget  myself  ! 
Sweeter  than  honey  is  thy  smile ,  Beloved! 
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Behold !    mine  eyes  are    filled   with, 

tears, 
And  the  lotus  of  my   heart 
Blossoms  as  I  utter  the  Name, — 
Thy  Name,  Beloved! 

He  who  longs  to  meet  the  Beloved 
must  be  prepared  to  give  up  all  he  has 
and  all  he  is  for  the  sake  of  the  Beloved: 
for,  the  law  of  love  is  the  law  of  the  Cross, 
the  law  of  Sacrifice.  "  Go  and  sell  all  you 
have  and  give  to  the  poor,  then  come 
to  me,  "  said  Jesus  to  the  rich  prince. 
"  Speak  not  of  love,  "  says  Vaswaniji, 
"  if  you  are  not  prepared,  at  the  Beloved's 
call,  to  cut  off  your  head  with  your  own 
hands  and  lay  it  at  the  feet  of  the  Lord  !  " 
His  songs  spring  out  of  his  own  life, — 
a  Ufe  abundantly  rich  in  renunciatioix 
and  sacrifice.  It  is,  by  no  means,  a  dull 
and  vapid  Ufe.  "Not  many,"  he  says, 
"  will  easily  understand  the  joy  of  the 
life  to  which  He,  in  His  mercy,  hath 
called  me.  Nature  abhors  vacuum  : 
and  the  moment  you  empty  yourself, 
the  Spirit  Cometh  to  fill  you.  My  life  is 
a  life,  not  of  negative  asceticism  or  im- 
poverishment, but  of  abundance  and 
richness  of  joy  and  fulness." 
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He  was  in  his  twenties,  when  he 
went  to  BerUn  as  one  of  India's  represen- 
tatives to  tlie  Welt  Congress,  the  World 
Congress  of  Rehgions.  His  speech  there 
and  his  subsequent  lectures,  in  different 
parts  of  Europe,  aroused  deep  interest 
in  Indian  thought  and  culture  and 
linked  up  many  with  him  in  India's 
mission  of  help  and  healing, ^ — so  much 
so,  that  his  name  was  coupled  with  those 
of  Mahatma  Gandhi  and  Rabindranath 
Tagore  as  one  of  the  three  leading  figures 
of  the  New  Indian  Renaissance. 

He  became  Principal  of  the  ^yal 
Sing  College,  Lahore.  He  succeeded 
Sir  Brajendra  Nath  Seal,  Vice-Chancellor, 
Mysore  University,as  Principal  of  Victoria 
College,  Cooch  Behar  and,  later,  Mr. 
Edmund  Candler  as  Principal  of  the 
Mahendra  College,  Patiala.  There  was 
a  brilliant  career  open  to  him  :  but  he 
was  still  young, — barely  forty, — ^when 
the  Call  came  to  him  to  give  up  his  all 
at  the  altar  of  service  and  sacrifice.  "  Why 
do  you  give  up  sucli  a  lucrative  job  ?" 
they  said  to  him;  "  you  are  still  young  : 
you  have  a  bright  future  before  you  : 
you  can  make  money,  heaps  of  money.  " 
"  Life    is    not    given  to  make    money," 
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he  replied.  And  they  asked  him  : — -"What 
is  the  purpose  of  hfe  ?"  He  repUed  : — 
"  To  dedicate  it  to  Love  Divine  :  to 
serve  and  be  poured  out  as  a  sacrifice  !" 

He  entered  into  the  struggle  for 
freedom  of  the  country.  At  that  time, 
Mahatma  Gandlii  had  appeared  on  the 
Indian  scene  and  had  launched  his 
"Satyagraha'"  movement.  In  the  belief 
tliat  the  new  movement  would  spiri- 
tualise the  life  of  India,  Vaswaniji  became 
one  of  its  strong  supporters.  Later, 
he  turned  his  attention  to  education 
and  other  spheres,  emphasismg  that 
cliaracter- building  is  nation-building. 
For  years  together,  he  has  kept 
•on  sounding  a  note  of  warning  that 
if,  in  our  enthusiasm  for  the  political, 
we  neglect  other  aspects  of  freedom, — 
social,  cultural,  spiritual, — -politics  will 
fail  of  its  purpose  and  the  country 
will  liave  to  wander  from  distraction  to 
distraction.  The  truth  of  this  has  pain- 
fully been  brought  home  to  some  of  us 
during  the  last  five  years  of  India's 
political    freedom. 

Mass  movements  tend  to  lose  touch 
with  the  things  of  the  mind   and  their 
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moral  purity  is  sullied  by  sordid  utili- 
tarianism. It  made  Vaswaiiiji  sad  beyond 
description  that  not  a  few  of  the  patriots, 
who  in  the  pre-freedom  days  had  identi- 
fied themselves  with  the  poor,  engaged 
themselves  in  a  scramble  for  power 
and  positioii.  They  no  longer  had  the 
yearning  for  the  Far- Aw  ay,  nor  sympathy 
for  those  who  held  heretical  views,  so 
characteristic  of  the  pre-freedom  patriots. 
And  Vaswaniji  has  often  held  up  before 
his  countrymen  the  example  of  the  shy 
President  of  Portugal,  who  stays  in  a 
three-roomed  flat  and,  like  an  ordinary 
citizen,  travels  by  public  bus;  of  Kagawa 
and  Sonotoku,who  flatly  refused  to  accept 
salaries,  when  asked  to  take  up  govern- 
ment positions  in  the  larger  interests 
of  the  people,  saying,  "Why  should  men 
who  want  to  help  their  country  receive 
a  salary  for  doing  so  ?  They  should  live 
as  the  poorest  of  the  poor,  bearing  all 
hardships  patiently,  and  giving  all  their 
time  and  energy  to  the  country's  service.'" 

If  Vaswaniji  worked  for  swaraj,  if 
he  sang  of  India's  freedom,  it  was  not 
for  this  that  one  bureaucracy  be  repla- 
ced by  another,  or  that  the  "  White 
peril"  be  substituted  by  exploitation  of 


8  T.     L.   VA8WANI   : 

Indian  labour  by  Indian  capital,  nor  even 
for  this  that  India  might  grow  into  a 
strong  military  power  and  Indians  accu- 
mulate wealth  and  live  a  life  of  comfort 
and  ease.  If  India  had  to  be  free,  it 
was  because  India  must  become  a  servant 
of  Iiumanity  and,  in  that  spirit,  embark 
upon  her  mission  of  help  and  heaUng  to 
the  nations.  He  urged  that  in  ouv 
struggle  for  freedom  we  must  not  leave 
the  spirit  of  humanity  behind.  Ad- 
dressing a  meeting  of  the  "Association 
of  Indian  Culture"  at  Calcutta,  some 
ye^rs  ago,  he  said: — "To  a  Europe  in 
ruins,  to  a  West  in  the  wreckage  of 
her  riches,  India's  message  is  of  freedom 
from  greed  and  violence,  so  that  the  tech- 
nical civilisation  of  today  may  become 
one  of  brotherliness,  sympathy  and  ser- 
vice." 

The  one  piteous  need,  alike  of  India 
and  the  nations,in  these  days  of  deepening 
darkness,  is  the  Spirit.  "  In  the  chaos 
and  disorder  of  these  days,"  Vaswaniji 
says,  "  in  a  world  marred  and  mangled, 
a  broken  and  blood-stained  world,  I 
say  to  all  whom  my  voice  may  reach  : — 
'  (Jo  to  God  !  And  He  is  not  afar  :  He  is 
within    you  !'  " 
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The  modem  man,  he  knows,lights  shy 
of  God.  To  Vaswaniji  God  is  the  supreme 
reahty  of  life.  His  thought  is  deeply 
rooted  in  an  initial  act  of  faith,  which 
nothing  and  nobody  can  shake.  "God 
is  the  secret  of  man,"  he  says.  "  Man 
never  knows  himself  until  lie  sees  God 
in  himself.  The  deepest  Self  of  man  is 
God."  God  is  a  Mystery  that  shines  in 
the  very  depths  of  human  existence. 
The  world,  with  all  its  mechanisms, 
cannot  be  self-sufficient  :  hidden  beneath 
its  surface  is  a  mj^sterious,  transcendent 
meaning.  Tiiis  meaning  is  God.  Men, 
moving  on  the  surface  of  life,  may  deny 
God  :  but  he  who,  like  Vaswaniji,  has 
entered  into  the  depths  of  human  ex- 
perience, can  only  stand  in  the  presence 
of  the  ineffable  Mystery,  in  wonder 
struck.  "As  a  pilgrim,"  he  says,  "  I  move 
on  with  wonder  in  my  eyes  and  with  song 
in  my  heart.  For  the  earth  is  wonderful; 
and  everyday  He  passeth  by  to  bless  my 
pilgrimage." 

He  is,  however,  conscious  of  the 
tragedy  and  tears  around  him,  of  the 
agony  and  anguish  of  the  human  heart. 
He  has  never  doubted  the  existence  of 
Cod  :     but     surveying     the      situation. 
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in  this  age  of  the  triumph  of  blind  and 
relentless  force,  he  says  : — "Sometimes 
it  seems  as  though  God  has  disowned 
the  world."  Here  he  speaks  as  a  mystic, 
not  as  a  metaphysician.  And  he  is  cai  e- 
ful  to  point  out  that  God,  while  mysteri- 
ously present  in  creation,  does  not  inter- 
fere with  Nature;  and  while  He  permits 
evil.  He  does  not  sanction  it  :  He  docs 
not  interfere  with  forces  of  matter. 
He     is     silent  ! 

"The  enigma  of  evil,"Vaswaniji 
says,  "  grows  upon  the  mind. 
The  burden  of  the  world  sits  heavy 
on  the  heart.  Again  and  again,  the 
cry  goes  forth.  No  answer  comes. 
God    is    silent  ! 

"  Tlie  good  suffer,  the  wicked 
flourish  as  the  bay-tree.  One  nation 
sits  heav}'^  on  another.  Patriotism  is 
punished.  Unrighteousness  prevails. 
History,  as  we  see  it,  shows  at  several 
points  loss  rather  than  increase  of 
values.  At  such  points,  too,  God  is 
silent  !" 

But  this  silence  is  not  without  a  mean- 
ing   and    a   purpose. 
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"  He  is  silent  that  we  max 
know  in  moments  of  loneliness  our 
real    strenjjth    and    weakness. 

"  He  is  silent  that  our  faith  may 
soar  on  stronger  wings,  fighting 
against  appearances.  He  is  silent  that 
our  love  ma>'  deepen.  He  is  silent  that 
we  may  build  up  our  beings  and  know 
our  destiny  as  eomrades  of  the  Eter- 
nal. He  is  silent  that  we  may  wrestle 
with  darkness  and  develop  moral 
muscles.  He  is  silent  that  man  may 
achieve    victory    on    the    Cross." 

God  is  silent  that  man  may  know  that 
God's  true  kingdom  is  not  an  earthly 
one,  but  belongs  to  a  realm  which  is 
mightier  than  space  and  stronger  than 
time,  liigher  than  the  heavens  and 
deeper   than   the   seas. 

The  as})iration  of  every  seeker 
after  the  true  life, — the  life  that  is  life 
indeed,— is  to  reach  this  kingdom.  And 
though  the  ways  which  lead  to  it  are 
as  many  as  there  are  stars  on  a  clear, 
cloudless  night,  the  way  which  appeals 
most  to  Vaswaniji  is  the  way  of  love, 
the  way  of  hhakti.  Vaswaniji  is,  es- 
sentially, a  bhakta,  a  lover  of  God.  During 
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his  receat  brief  but  beautiful  visit 
to  Bombay,  the  newspapers  described 
him  as  a  poet,  a  mystic,  a  philosopher. 
With  a  mischievous  smile  on  his  lips 
he  said  to  me: — "They  have  not  under- 
stood me  :  I  am  a  bhakta.'' 

To  get  God,  one  must  forget  one's  self, 
the  ego-self,  the  sense  of  I-ness,  which 
is  at  the  root  of  all  the  trouble  and 
tribulation  of  the  world.  The  most  natural 
way  of  self-forgetfulness  is  absorption  in 
the  Beloved.  Then  spontaneously  the  ego 
breaks  into  pieces  :  it  is  smashed  : 
it  is  burnt  :  and  out  of  its  ashes  rises 
the  purified  consciousness  of  wisdom. 
The  problem  of  spiritual  Ufe  is  the  pro- 
blem of  crucifying  the  empirical  self 
within  us,  the  screen  that  hides  the 
light  of  God.  To  crucify  the  empirical 
self  is  to  walk  the  humble  way,  the  little 
way  :  it  is  to  become  the  least  of  the 
little  ones  :  it  is  to  wUUngly  enter  into 
the  abyss  of  annihilation.  "  Have 
nothing,"  Vaswaniji  says,  "  desire 
nothing,  aspire  to  be  nothing  !  Feel 
alone  the  attraction  of  the  Abyss  and 
become  a  zero  in  the  Infinite  All  !" 

This,  man    cannot    achieve    on    his 
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-owii.  Tiie  more  he  strives  to  be  humble, 
the  more  subtle  his  ego  becomes,  — so 
subtle  that  oijy  an  expert  in  the  line 
may  discern.  So  the  seeker  needs,  at 
every  stage,  the  help  and  guidance  of 
such  Jiu  t»ne,  an  evolved  soul,  a  Friend 
of  God,  one  who  has  seen  God  and  known 
God,  who  lives  and  moves  and  has  his 
being  in  God.  Such  an  one,  for  want  of 
a  loftier  name,  was  by  the  great  seers 
of  India  called  a  "guru".  And  many  of 
Vaswaniji's  stirring  songs  are  in  praise 
of    the    guru. 

Can    you    leap     without    feet  ? 
Can    you    s^mile    without    lips  ? 
Can    you    rest    without    sleep  ? 
Nor  can  you  find  the  way,  — 
The  True  Way, — without  a  true  gum. 

"  The  guru,  "'  he  says,  "  is  the  lift  to 
raise  us  to  the  lieights,  the  lift  which  may 
take  little  ones  to  the  kingdom  of  God," 
the  kingdom,  where  beauty  smiles  and 
wisdom  is  radiant. 

Vaswaniji's  entire  teaching  may  be 
summed  up  in  tlie  two  words,  "  Recol- 
lection "  and  "  Compassion."  And  re- 
collection Cometh  in  moments  of  silence 
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as  an  answer  to  tlie  three-fold  (jiiestion  : — 
''  Who  am  I?"  "  Whence  have  1  come  ?"' 
What  shall  I  do  to  return  to  my  true 
Homeland  ?"  For,  this  world  of  darkness 
and  death,  this  heart-break  house,  wheie 
tnen  suffer  and  women  weep,  is  not  my 
homeland.  I  am  a  citizen  of  another 
kingdom,  leavins^  which,  foi-  reasons 
unknown  to  me,  I  have  come  to  this 
world  of  misery  and  pain.  I  am  here  on 
a  short  trip  :  brief  is  my  stay  on  this 
earth-plane,  where  no  one  seems  to  live 
long  enough,  where  nothing  seems  to 
last,  where  everything  is  fleetium.  trans- 
ient, passing.  This  world  is  not  my  home : 
this  is  a  show-world,  where  men  and 
women  live  artificial  lives,  for  they  have 
not  learnt  to  break  the  hard  crust  of 
their  personality,  their  egoism.  This 
world  is  a  huge  prison, ^ — a  jail  without 
walls.  Men  and  women  and  boys  and 
girls  go  about  with  chains  on  their  feet 
and  chains  on  their  hands  :  they  are 
the    chains    of    desire. 

The  fetters  fall  when  recollection 
comes  :  and  recollection  cometh  not 
except  in  and  through  interior 
silence.  And  to  all  who  come  to  him 
for     advice     and     guidance,     Vaswaniji 
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says,  "  Practise  silence,  everyday,  for 
at  least  half  an  hour."  Set  apart  some- 
time, every  day,  to  sit  in  a  silence  corner, 
away  from  the  din  and  roar  of  daily 
life,  and  meditate  on  the  endless  adven- 
ture   of   existence. 

Recollection  expresses  itself,  among 
other  things,  in  little  acts  of  compassion  : 
for,  in  this  world,  the  poor  starve  and 
no  garment  enfolds  them  in  the  biting 
cold  of  wintry  nights.  Service  of  the 
poor  is  worship  of  God.  As  Vaswaniji 
often  says  : —  "  There  is  holier  music 
in  silent  service  of  the  poor  and  lowly 
than  in  all  the  gorgeous  chanting  of 
temple  priests."  And  again  : — "  So  many 
gods  of  gold  in  the  temples  !  If  you 
will  truly  worship  them,  melt  them  and 
pour  out  the  gold  in  service  of  the  starv- 
ing, shivering  gods  of  the  earth." 

His  own  feeling  of  unity  with  the 
poor  is  intense.  With  child-like,  wonder- 
filled  eyes  he  moves  among  them,  serving 
them  with  singular  devotion.  In  his 
dress  and  food,  he  is  always  simple  and, 
as  the  greatest  only  are,  he  is  in  his 
simplicity  sublime.  He  eats  very  little: 
aud     his     clothes     are      of    hand-spun. 
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hand-woven  khadar.  For  years  together, 
he  has  not  known  what  it  is  to  have  one's 
stomach  full.  This  prince  amongst 
men  has  subjected  himself  to  the  disci- 
pline of  eating  very  little,  because  he 
knows  that  millions  of  his  countrymen 
do  not  get  even  that  little.  It  is  enough, 
he  says,  if  our  clothes  protect  us  from 
cold  and  our  food  gives  us  sufficient 
strength  to  be  able  to  ser\'e  the  distressed 
and    the    needy. 

He  is  given  to  scratching  tiis  back 
with  a  small  wooden  stick.  A  rich  admir- 
er in  a  well-known  firm  of  Culcutta 
jewellers,  got  a  prettj'  'scratcher'  made 
of  silver  for  liim.  "  I  cannot  accept 
such  a  useless  gift,"  he  said;  "  give  me 
things  which  1  can  give  away  to  the 
poor    and    needy." 

He  always  feels  happy  wiien  he 
gives  to  the  needy.  He  gives  them  his 
money,  his  time,  his  energy.  A  beggar, 
whose  body  was  bare,  asked  for  his 
shirt  :  he  paited  with  tiie  shirt  on  the 
spot.  The  beggar  demanded  his  cap  : 
he  gave  away  the  cap,  also;  and  on  his 
face  played  a  beautiful  smile  such  as 
is  visible  only  on  the  faces  of  those  who 
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have  realised  the  joy  of  a  Hfe  of  renun- 
ciation. 

But  his  compassion  is  not  restri- 
cted to  human  beings:  it  extends  to 
all  creatures, — aye,  even  to  trees  and 
flowers.  He  doesn't  pluck  flowers  for,  as 
he  says,  flowers  have  their  families  and 
they  must  not  be  separated  from  one 
other.  That  is  why  he  doesn't  accept 
flower -garlands.  Nowhere,  however,  is  the 
distinctive  quality  of  his  soul  so  clearly 
revealed  as  it  is  in  his  treatment  of  ani- 
mals. He  cannot  bear  cruelty  :  he  cannot 
resign  himself  to  the  sufferings  of  animals 
at  the  cruel  hand  of  man.  "For  me  not  to 
love  bird  and  beast  would  be  not  to  love 
the  Lord,  "he  says.  "For,  His  children 
are  birds  and  beasts,  no  less  than  human 
beings," 

He  feeds  birds  and  cows  and  goats 
and  stray  dogs  that  scourge  the  streets 
for  a  bite  of  loaf.  His  love  for  animals 
extends  far.  Honey  bees  build  their 
hives  near  his  room  and  none  dare  dis- 
turb them.  Someone  who  had  been 
stung  by  them,  more  than  once,  said 
to  him: — "How  can  bees  and  men  live 
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together?  "  Then  let  the  men  go  !"  was 
his  quiet  reply. 

The  animals  are  our  brothers  in 
the  one  Family  of  Creation.  "Kill  them 
not  !"  he  says.  "Believe  me,  meat-eating 
will  one  day  be  condemned  as  murder." 
Every  morning,  as  he  sits  in  medita- 
tion, he  prays  for  the  thousands  of  ani- 
mals that  are  slaughtered  every  day.  "A 
cry  of  sorrow  mingles  with  my  morning 
meditations,  "  he  says;  "O,  the  burden  of 
the  sin  of  daily  slaughter  in  our  cities  !  " 
"A  free  India,"he  said,"I  had  hoped, would 
abolish  all  forms  of  cruelty  to  animals. 
But  India  is  not  yet  free:  and  no  nation 
is  truly  free  until  the  animal, — Oman's 
younger  brother, — ^is  free  and  happy. 
We  have  adopted  Asoka's  dharma-chakra 
as  our  symbol  :  are  we  true  to  the 
spirit  of  Asoka  and  Asoka's  ideals  ?  " 

He  shuns  meeting  many  people  : 
he  is  happy  in  the  company  of  a  few 
simple  souls.  He  speaks  to  them  of  the 
simple  life,  of  how  to  walk  the  little  way, 
avoiding  the  world's  gilded  vanities, 
and  of  how  to  greet  God's  simplicities 
that  wander  in  the  world  asking  for 
home  in  the  hearts  of  the  poor  in  spirit. 
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Is  it  a  wonder  that  those  wlio  come  in 
contact  with  him  get  hnked  up  with 
him  in  a  spirit  o(  tender  de^-otion  ? 
They  obey  him  implicitly  and  sponta- 
neously :  they  call  him  their  "Dada"w 
We  read  in  one  of  Hans  Anderson's 
Tales  about  a  man  who  had  tlie  mys- 
terious power  of  opening  people's  hearts 
and  seeing  what  was  inside  them.  Such 
a  man  is  Sri  T.  L.  Vaswani,  and  many 
of  those  who  meet  him  say  that  he 
can  read  the  hearts  of  men  like  the 
pages    of   an    open   book. 

He  teaches  by  precept  and  cxampk-  \ 
that  life  is  larger  than  livelihood.  He 
urges  that  character,  not  money,  sliould 
rule  the  world:  and  character  must  grow 
out  of  courage.  He  is  careful  to  point 
out  that  courage  must  be  distingui- 
shed from  the  will-to- power  which  makes 
men  and  nations  aggressive  and  "" 
selfish. 

He  is  a  born  orator.  He  addresses 
large  crowds  of  men  and  women,  Thej^ 
hear  him:  they  marvel  at  his  words. 
He  awakens  new  aspirations  in  the 
hearts  of  those  that  listen  to  him.  When 
he  speaks,  he  fills   the  hall  with  the  rich 
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music  of  his  words  and  the  richer  music 
of  his  heart. 

He  works  on,  day  after  day,  wanting 
nothing  for  himself,  seeking  only 
opportunities  to  serve  the  poor  and  lowly, 
the  distressed  and  oppressed.  His  body 
is  frail  but  he  feels  he  has  the  strength 
of  ten,  because  in  his  heart  is  love  and 
every  fibre  of  his  being  thrills  with  faith 
in  the  living  Lord."In  His  Love,"  he  says, 
"  the  Lord  has  broken,  is  breaking,  my  life 
into  innumerable  fragments  and  scattering 
them  in  different  directions.  May  every 
fragment  serve  Him,  singing  His  Name,— 
the  Name    of  the   Beloved!  " 

He  heals  many  sorrowing  hearts, 
and  in  wisdom  and  love  he  helps  many 
of  those  who  struggle  through  the  dark 
forest  of  this  life.  His  face  radiates  the 
love  which  fills  his  heart:  and  on  his 
countenance  is  the  calm  born  of  deep 
faith  in  God. ''Happy  is  my  heart."  reads 
an  entry  in  his  Jail  Diary,  "  which 
rejoices  in  doing  simple  daily  tasks 
and  leaves  the  rest  to  God,  the  Builder 
of     destiny." 

With    this   conviction,  in    this    faith, 
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he  has  gone  to  nmuy  climes  in  East 
and  West,  carrying  everywhere  the 
message  of  Ancient  Wisdom,  comfort- 
ing men  and  women  with  words  of 
hope,  cheering  them  on  life's  pilgrim 
way,  encouraging  them  in  the  good 
path,  restraining  them  from  the  path  of 
evil,  imploring  all  to  believe  in  the  bro- 
therhood of  religions,  the  unity  of  all 
races,  the    fellowship    of  all    nations. 

Such,  superficially,  is  Sri  T.L.  Vaswani, 
about  whom  the  American  authoress, 
Miss  Martha  Root,  wrote  some  years 
ago:—  "To  meet  a  soul  like  Vas- 
wani is  worth  making  a  journey  across 
the  seas."'  Simple.  unpretentious, 
singularly  free  from  show  and  osten- 
tation, he  moves  about  as  a  man  among- 
st men.  serving  them  without  any 
consciousness  of  sacrifice.  And  as  he 
moves  on,  attending  to  his  daily  tasks 
in  life,  he  hardly  knows  how  much  healing 
there  is  in  his  presence. 
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